- e < e e

SUNDAY,

A

8

Some Short Stones
in the April Magazines

By DOROTHY SCARBOROUGH.

(11 RT is feeling passed through

thought and fixed in form,”
said Miss Viela Roshoro recently, which
furnisies a good standard by which to
judge short stories. The worthy story,
one that creates emotion in the reader,
arises from genmne feeling on the part
of the writer —not a false sentimentality,
not a worked up enthusissm, but a real
and compelling impulse. So if a story
lacks feeling it lacks power. Likewise a
short story should be judged by its form,
by the skill with which its varions ecle
ments are unified to produee the final of-
fect.

The magazne stories of this month may
be called satisTactory rather than satisly-
ing. They are interesting, they are tech.
nically correet, in the main, but they leave
an ultumate hunger unappeassl.  Still,
they are good -some of them--and 1t
wonld be anfair to quarrel with them be-
€ause lhey are not great.

Two Tales in “Harper's.”

Belored Hushand, by Susan Glas<pell,
in Harper's Magazine, though slight as to
plot, 5 admirable in its study of charae-
ter, in ils analysis of the slow and pain-
ful processss by which a man's mind is
warped and Lis desting determined. It
has a mondant eynieism of eircnmstance,
an iropic imevitablepess that is artiztie
and convineing.

Jenkine. by Mary White Slater, also
in Harper's, furnishes a pleasing eontrast
in maslerial and effect Lo Miss Glaspell’s
storv. It shows the romance of business
in a g department store, and the up-
springing of love amid prosaie surround-
ings. The story is pleasingly licman, and
the sentiment ia handled with a coul 1e-
straint that suves it from the danger of
mawikishness.

The Man Who Is Dead, by John
Bussell in Collier’s, i3 decidedly one ol
the best stories of the month. The plot
structure 15 excellent, with its natural use
of the supernatural, its building up of
suspense and its dramatie chmax.

Butterfly Dust, by Fanny Kemble John-
son, in the Century, has something of the

Adelicate frugilicy, the fugitive beauty of

butterfly wings, in truth, vet a eortain
intensity and power as well. It also is a
story of voung love, of love that rises
ahove the devastating force of Iate, thatl
wresls happiness from the scemingly 1m-
possible.  This 1= not a war story, yet the
suggeSiod tragedy springs ont of the von-
fliet.

Eternal  Yeouutk, 'h;h"'-“'i"ulr Pauicl
Steels, i Seovimier’s Magoziae, 1= a4 curi-
ouas stwdy of persopality., of a stranga
tape of egoism as shown i the claraeier
of a man who fails to do a mar’s work
in the world beeause he eraves alwany s the
plaudits of undergraduates.  The slory
is =kilfolly Landled. yot lacks sometliong
to make 1t altogether convineing.

The Flow-ring Bush, by Mary F. Wil-
kins Freeman, m the Womaw's HHome
€ wmpamior, pleases one by its sincerity ol
feclmg. its guwt realism of elaracte:
drawing and its exvellence ol plot strue-
ture. This tory seems like a retum lo
Mrs. 'reeman’s earlier and better work.

A Study by Dreiser.

Frere, by Theodore Dreiser, in the Saf-
wrday Evewnqg Post, analyzes the emo-
tions of 2 sixtyv-vearold hushand dunng
his wife's fatal iliness. He feels that she
Las fettered lnm, thwarted bis life, stull-
fied Ins efforts, and that if be were but
free of her, love, happiness, suceess would
be his. But when she dies he looks i the
mirror (o realize that he is an old man,
ime nIl]\ 1o die.

The story is interesting in its psvehol-
ory, hut far too long, and told with exas-
perating repeiition.  The plot texture is
too shzht to be streiched over =0 much
space.  But excessive length is the weak-
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B

Auihor of' ° Chronicles of St.Tid."

~ DEN PHILLPOTTS'S admirers will
weleome the ¢ hramcles of St Tad,

a collection of stories about the quarry
town of 8t. Tid on the Cornwall down,
with the background of the sea behind it
Quaint characters of the author’s famliar
portrayal arc bere again.  The stories are
slight in plat, most of them, and of
VArions SOrts, some oTim, Some gay, some
gently sentimental. In them we met the

same people agamn and agam. Thiz knits
the stories towether untiyd it seems 10 us

ness of the NSatwrdmg Forvwemg Post =ior 103
tu general.
Good Humor Here.

The Prize Packegr. hy Christapim

Morlew, in Collirr’s Weekly, 15 a clever
satire of a Ithwdes seliolar’s
break inte literature and love
York, Mr. Murley Las delghtiu! lmmor,
but he eould add more (o tle gavity ol
the pation if he did not make suech earue=
efforts to be funny. The reader tines of
his mental gymnasties, his trick perfor-

trnually thonking of

Allerspls Lo

in New

l.?l‘.: words. (he iz eon
Christoplier Muries
characters.

Kuby Crosses the Faticon, by Howard

Brubaker, also in (o

vather than o las

Jlier’s, has a spon-
tancous humor that ean make the reader
IPm]nr!ﬁﬂ'l_t rlll":l" tiwe wours of aduait Life.
The theme is rather are worn, Lhal of Lhe
interference of ronne brothers snd sis-
ters in the affairs of ne sister and her
beaw, vet the styie i~ charminzgly Cresi.

Al the Back o teod Spred, by Rupert
Ifu.'ﬂu-*. in Hoar-!"
liekmg Insh story, wioth swift and aeen.
rate character drawing, comedy o1 char
ter and of situation, and a symnathy that
warms the beart.

The output of war ~tories this month s
lmu&ualf_\' Tare, bt many ob them seera

Hagazime, 1= a rol-

machine made, arising oat of the popular
demand fur war lueratare
from depth of feeline,

Jim Fagaw's {1afr, by Jenuette Lee,
in Every Weel, Las perlaps more real
power than any war <tory of the month

rather than

It deals with elenpental buman emotions,
and the patriotism 1t deseribes bas more
sinterity of appeal than that shown by
most of the others 1t i< natural and spon-

1 v Viurd | Haoragl  aawe
Perinies the Tie'e vore Voiems rombl bun
aes wl 8 rende= atil i

v mliatl war . -

OVER THERE AND BACK

By lheat, Ju-r
F.= male Jorwy, dess

PSSl
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as if we had wint red and summered in
S8t. Tul, among these Cormish men and
women. It is impossibie to single out
particular storics as the hest, but many
readers will peember The Reed Bond, the
story of a mother's supreme saerifiee; the
droll grewsomeness of The ¢ hurch Grim,
the sly humor of The Pream and The
Green Man, and the way the war cauie to
St. Tud in A Towch of “Fearfuines-"

CHRONICLES OF ST. TID. By Ewm
Punrorrs.  The Macmillan CUoempany.
¢1.50.

taneonus and foucies e beart witl s her

simplieity.

Thewe Wan, by Hetty Temenway, in
the Atlantic Mowntthy, is admirshle i =
art and in s spiritual valies. The elar
acterization 1= o], for the varions i
ures, the mother, the adeleseent <o whou
she thonght old enongh to go to war and
to die, yel not old enough to full i Jove

the young eirl, her mother all stand

ol as in life.

The Temah dim, h_\ Folsa Fercher, i the
Metropolitan, is a spirtted stors showing
the benetieen: processs ol war oon oone
turz Werner.  The ]--._\--:u-‘-y_-l. al eveldu-
tion 15 reali=tic, hut the plat leaves too
much o chanee 10 be aliomther offeetive

Uhe Dog of War, by Amy Landin Gur.
bz, also i the Motvapolitan, 1= 0 cheer-
ful tale wheremn war, love and the meddie
some encrgies of cluldoen Yurnisl compli-
eabons, The ‘fr'ft'-:"l'rfif.ll.' ki nes sty
this month that possesses tie sennine feel-
ing of that short. tense little ~togs
Mareliassue, Whore Lovers Drvam

The Uwsen! Lefler, by Goivernsear
Morns, in the Cosmopolidan, avouds the

in the

Inteness o silualion seon i many of Lhe
war slories.
twolold strugele and achiove: a drimntie
denouviment, all in the
pages.  The ceonmmy ot treatment <hown
1 this is in marked contrast to the prolix-
1y of Fanny Hurst's war story i the
same issne, A Booh Spelicd oo lward,
where the story is lost in a weller o
words, 1 mterminable Jewish comnversa
tion.

Art mnst ever be more selective than
life, and Miss Hurst hmits the valye of
her work by ber failuee (o gae the blue
penel

It reveals charnser, shows a

spavce ol Tour

She has rather o tived Litle stopy

formala that 35 bevoinine

Frisvipeed nsmenng=,
with its pludosoplue introdoe i< foa

2 o elulorne as n o pevealer

rreal el
ol chara

foandd the tone shaghit s ten o
tis |.Jn'_ Towrel ey Wit 0 redganer on sent

pient that al tiows 1= prosounced to (he

ol aculinentaity.

“I_.ct;crs to the
Mother of a Soldier”

HERE have been books aboul the
soldier over there and for the sol-

dier over here. But Letters to the Mother
of a Soldier, by Richardson Wright, is the
real handbook for American mothers. Tt
is a cheer book—the sort of book that
makes your heart beat faster and your
soul sing a special little hymn of content-
ment that our soms mre going “over the
tup."' - - -

Mr. Wright is a writer of distinction,
He has summed up the fears of the
mother and cared for them in a satisfy-
ing manner. He grasps the world war
gituation as it develops in the mother
heart, and while there is no atfempt to
gloss over the mctual hardships, be finds
that “khaki is a great leveller. Through
it functions the splendid democracy of
war. It dissolves prejudices and arti-
firial social distinetions. It gives all mén
a rebirth, from which they start agan
free and equal.”

And again, “To-day as I was going I'r,r
my train traffic was blocked to let a regi-
ment pass. It zeemed a hideous wasie to
send such lads forth to battle. i seemed
to he robbing them of so much of life -
life full of opportunity, of sunshine and
laughter. Yel, as they passed, 1 eould
not help saying to them, ‘Young men,
I huil you on ihe threshold of great
carcers!’ "

There are so many good bits of conso-
lation in real philosophy for the mother
who sends forth her loved ones that one
mighlt quote indefinitely from this lLttle
book. But it is the mort of thing that
mothers will want to have by them—these
lefters from a business man to his sister—-
from one who himself is swept finally into
the vortex where “time has little to do
with achicvement, and life is valuable
only sceording 1o the intensity with which
it s lived”

LETTERS TO THE MOTIHER OF A SOL-

DIER. By Ricuagosox Wweianr., Fred-
erick A. Stokes Company. $1.25.

A second novel by Clemenee Dane,
First the Blade, described as “a comedy
of growth,” has lal the publishers, the
Muemillan Company, to record these farfs
about the suthor: She 12 an Enghsh
woman harely out of her Lwenties, she
was odurated in England, Germany and
Switzerland, her early interest was in
puinting, which she studied at The Slade
and Dresden, she bas been on the stage
and bas played not unsuceensfolly many
different kinds of parts. Her first novel

wus the Regrment of Women,

The Most Amazing
Story of the War

Gunner
- Depew

By the Fighting, Laughing
American Sailor Boy

Gunner Depew is the only war book
of personal adventure written by an
American sailor who fought on land and
sea—in Flanders and at Gallipoli.

Gunner Depew contains the only com-
plete account of the capture by the Ger-
man raider Moewe of the SS. Georgic
and Yarrowdale—the only description
of the famous cruise of the Yarrowdale,
with its cargo of human wretchedness,
around Iceland and into Germany.

Gunner Depew is the only war book
written by an American sailor which de-
scrihes the suffering and misery of Ger-
man Priscn Camps—especially that most
irfamous of all camps, Brandenburg,
“The Hell Hole of Germany.”

At All Bookstores, $1.50
Chicago—Reilly & Britton—Publisters
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